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mother. His father was one of the biggest ever recorded.
Three hundred kilograms and a height of two metres: a splen-
did creature; one capable of taking a rifle barrel in his hands
and bending it like a piece of wire.'
Wilson was not sure that he liked all this talk about go-
rillas. From now on he might meet it anywhere, Olga said.
He would ask Channel.
'Does she really let it run about?'
'Who? Congo?'
'Yes.'
eNot all the time, but often. He will not bother you, he is
very shy, Unless he falls in love with you. That is a little
embarrassing. He is generally in love with someone. Some-
times it is me; sometimes Sebastian; sometimes one of the
boys. But it does not last; only his love for Olga lasts*' He put
his specimens back on the shelf. Evidently he wanted to be
left alone with his skulls and bottles.
That night Wilson undressed slowly. He had forgotten that
gorillas were so human; that they fell in love; that they men-
struated like women and had the same gestation period; that
they lived approximately as long as a man, fifty or sixty years;
that they made houses, nests at least, in which to sleep,
Channel had talked of nothing else at dinner. And what was
the full story of Congo and Olga? The subject he had studied
at college bore very little relation to the actuality of experi-
ence. He had wanted to ask. All that he knew so far was that
she had brought him up, as a mother brings up a child. But
how? Why? How had the circumstance arisen? How had she
come upon a newly born gorilla? How was it she had had
milk. That meant a baby, She must have had a baby... the
professor's...
There was a lot in what Channel had said about women,
If he had thought more, things might have gone better with
Anne. He missed her still. He wanted her.